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One 


Author's Notes: 
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It had started out as a joke. 


They were talking on the phone and Nicko's attention kept wandering and Tico got tired of it. Of course, this 
was Nicko and sometimes he had the attention span of a gnat with ADD. 


But for some reason on this particular night it was worse than usual. 


EK 
"Nicko!" 


"What? And stop shouting at me!" 


"Well if you'd pay attention to what I'm saying rather than argue with Bruce all the time | wouldn't have to 
shout!" 


"| was paying attention!" 


Tico's sigh was loud enough that Nicko winced and pulled the phone away from his ear. "You are such a liar. If 
you were, what did | just say?" 


Nicko racked his brain for the answer because quite frankly he hadn't been listening, he'd been far more 
interested in the rather heated conversation going on between Bruce and Steve and the fact that Bruce 
seemed to be deliberately goading the bassist. 

In fact, he looked as if he were doing his best to get Steve's knickers in such a twist that... 

"Nickol" 

"Shif" 

"I swear l'm going to beat you the next time | see you." Tico threatened. 

"Promises, promises." 

Now it was Tico's turn to be silent. "Really?" he finally said. 

Nicko snorted. "What do you mean, really?" 

"Beat you. You know, like tie you up and dominate you." 

Nicko's mouth opened to nix the idea but some part of him perked up and thought it might be interesting. 
"Well, not too hard," he muttered, trying to convince that part that twenty minutes before show time was not 
the best planning for it too start waving cheerfully around. 


"But, you'd like it? As long as it wasn't too hard?" 


Nicko tossed caution to the wind. "Sure." After all, how hard could Tico really hit? Bit of a shortarse and all 
that. 


Tico's laugh was enough to make that part that had been slouching stand up and salute. "Then when we see 


each other next week be ready to be my slave, McBrain. I'll talk to you then" 
Nicko slowly closed his phone. 


Next week. 


Grinning at the prospect of what might be he bounced to his feet, ready to take on the world. 


eR 


Now, standing in front of the isolated cabin at the end of a string of the same at some not quite five-star 
hotel, that conversation replayed in his mind and Nicko wondered just what he'd gotten himself into. 


When you get there you'll find a note on the bed telling you what to do. 
Simple enough. 


Nicko grasped the door handle and gave it a turn, finding it opened easily. Pushing the door wide, he stuck his 
head inside. 


"Teek?" he called, getting no answer. 


Shrugging, he went in and closed the door, setting his bag on he floor and giving a good stretch. The curtains 
that covered the large square window were closed but the lamp beside the bed was lit and he was able to see 
the paper laying on the middle of the bed. There was also a small pile of what he guessed were clothes beside 
it, so he went ahead and approached, picking up the note and reading aloud. 


Strp. Put your clothes in your bag. Dress in the things that are on the bed Once youre ready, set your bag 
outside the door and then kneel in the center of the floor with your hands behind your back and wait. Once you've 
placed the bag and kneeled, we've started, and if you move, or speak, until you are told you can you'll be punished 


"Kin hell, taking this a bit seriously, aren't you?" Nicko grumbled. But then again he had agreed, and if nothing 
else it should be fun. He set the note on the bedside table and sat down on the bed to remove his shoes and 
socks, tucking them into the trainers and unbuttoning his shirt. He wondered where Tico was, and he hoped it 
wasn't too far because if he put his bag outside and someone nicked he was going to be quite put out. 
Standing, he opened his jeans and slid them down his legs, taking his underwear with them and kicking the whole 


mess aside. 


It was cool in the room and he shivered as he gathered his things and stuffed them in his bag. Since he was 
closer to the door than the bed he opened it and peeked outside, seeing nothing and no one, so he went ahead 


and placed it by the wall before shutting the door and going back to the bed. 


Frowning, he picked up the first item from the pile, his eyebrows shooting up and his jaw dropping when he 
saw the tiny pair of black shorts. "Must be the knickers," he muttered. "This must be the..." It wasn't, the next 
thing was a black hood, not even a place cut in it to see or to breathe. That in itself was bad enough, but add 
the shorts and then he saw what had been under it and Nicko decided this was all a Very Bad Idea 


Standing there, in a cheap, ratty motel cabin in the middle of nowhere naked with a pair of shorts that looked 
like something Bruce or Harry might have worn back in the day, a hood and a pair of leather straps with rings 
to fit round his wrists, Nicko came to the conclusion that this was not going to happen. Muttering under his 
breath, he tossed everything back on the bed and went to the door, being a little less cautious when he opened 
it and reached to... 


His bag was gone. 

His clothes, his shoes, his mobile, his wallet, gone. 

Slamming the door he stomped to the phone next to the bed and snatched up the receiver. 
Nothing. 

When he looked to check the connection on the back he found that the wire was gone. 


"Kin hell," he breathed, sinking down on the edge of the bed. He shivered again Looking around, he spied the 
control on the wall and got up, intending to turn the temperature up and at least take the chill off the room. 


It wouldn't move. 


He stood there for a few moments, staring at it, but that didn't seem to help at all and now he was beginning 
to get some serious complaints from certain parts that unless he planned on covering them they were going 
to find a place inside his body to get warm. He stomped back to the bed and snatched up the black shorts, 
tugging and puffing until he finally got them on and wondering how in the hell he was supposed to breathe in 
them, let alone anything else. 


He had gotten himself into this, so maybe the only way he was going to get out was to do as he'd been told. 


So, still not sure any of this was a good idea, he fastened the cuffs round his wrists and with a sigh picked up 
the hood, gong to the middle of the empty space at the foot of the bed and kneeling, groaning as his knees 
popped and complained. He didn't even want to think about what could be in the grimy carpet and was now 
digging into his skin so with a roll of his eyes he pulled the hood over his head, blinking behind the cloth as the 


world became black. 


"lm so going to get him for this," he muttered, his voice sounding odd to his ears. Putting his hands behind his 
back he laced his fingers together and settled on his heels to wait. 


Tico, watching on his laptop via the small camera he had placed in the room, was absently rubbing his crotch. 
He hadn't really expected Nicko to go along with it, and the whole time he was stomping about, fussing and 


complaining, he was just waiting for him to throw his hands up and forget the whole idea. Which was why Tico 
had quickly taken the bag, hoping that if he was faced with remaining naked he would at least put on the 
shorts. 


Nicko's body, long and lean, never failed to amaze him. And stuffed inside the tight lycra nothing was hidden, 
and he had quite enjoyed the view. Now, hooded and waiting, he presented a very arousing picture, one that 


Tico was quite anxious to examine up close. 
Also, knowing Nicko, if he left him there too long he'd do nothing but moan and complain. 


Deciding it was time for the next part, Tico shut down the laptop and got out of the car, taking it and his own 
bag with him as he headed for the cabin. 


There was something very erotic about being helpless. 


Although he wasn't really helpless, Nicko found himself pretending that he was and the already too tight 
shorts were getting even tighter. Uncomfortably so. Not that they'd been comfortable to begin with, they 
were similar to spandex but far less giving. But what he was noticing more and more was that with his eyes 
covered, he had to rely on his other senses and it was making them seem sharper, his ears hearing even the 


rush of cool air from the vents, his skin prickling with not only the draft but with the very air itself. 


He thought he heard something and he slowly turned his head, straining to listen. Deciding must have been 


nothing, he relaxed his shoulders and continued to wait. 


Tico couldn't resist snapping several pictures with his phone. He closed it as quietly as he could, and on bare 
feet he lightly stepped around the kneeling man, easing down behind him and moving the lock toward the 
overlapping rings on the cuffs. 


He was holding his breath, not wanting Nicko to know he was there. 
From the bellow and the sudden lunge forward when the lock clicked loudly into place he hadn't. 


Laughing until your knees were weak probably wasn't the proper reaction, but then again Tico did not care 
because not only was the initial reaction funny, the sight of Nicko trying to crawl away and somehow rub the 
hood off his face with his shoulder certainly was, especially when he crashed into the wall and knocked himself 


silly. 


"Bloody hell, Teek!" he screeched, and it was a screech, his voice going up at least an octave and a half. 
Ok, get yourself together and do this right. 


Tico unzipped his bag and pulled out a braided whip, the ends of it soft leather thongs that the person who 
had sold it to him swore wouldn't leave much of a mark. Without saying anything he strode to Nicko and raised 
his arm, bringing it down and giving him a solid lash on his back and bound arms. 


The sound Nicko made this time was as close as anything he'd ever heard to Jon when they had held him down 


one time and messed up his hair just before going onstage. 
So he hit him again. 


"Silence! You were told not to make a sound or move until given permission and if you did you would be 


punished!" 


"Well ‘kin hell, you sneak up on me, scare me right out of these bloody shorts, and now you're hitting me! 


What do you think I'm going to do?" 


Tico decided if he didn't get control of the situation right that second, he never would. The whip didn't seem to 
be doing the trick so he hurried back to the bad, rummaging through until with a curse he emptied it onto the 


floor. 


Grabbing the leash, he went to Nicko and bent down to snap it onto one of the rings on the cuffs. "On your 
feet," he snarled, trying to sound as if Nicko didn't obey immediately there would be hell to pay and for added 


emphasis he gave the leash a firm pull 


He did get to his feet, but his mouth was steady running the whole time, muttering not quite under his breath 


and being very uncooperative when Tico tried to drag him toward the bed. 


Nicko was of the opinion the Very Bad Idea had become the Stupidest Idea Ever Thought Of at this point in 
time, and he was pretty much done with it. 


Tico was already wishing that while he'd been shopping that he'd bought at least two or three of the things 
that had scared him and that he couldn't have imagined - at the time - using on Nicko. 


Despite his attempt to hang back and not move where Tico wanted him, Nicko ended up not having much choice 
because the pull on his shoulders kind of hurt and there was not a chance he was explaining to Steve, or Rod, 


or ever letting Bruce know, why he couldn't play the drums when he went back. 


So when Tico snarled at him to sit down he did, knowing he was on the bed by the feel and dip of the 


mattress. 


"lve changed me mind" 


"| don't care. | haven't" In fact, Tico was starting to like the idea more and more. Or at least he would once he 


took care of one tiny little thing. 


Nicko felt the movement of the strap when Tico walked around the bed. Now that he was just sitting here, and 


he knew it was Teek, it really wasn't so bad. 


Tico gave the leash a light tug. "When | unlock you, move to the middle of the bed and lay back with your head 


on the pillows." 
The Stupidest Idea Ever Thought Of was starting to move toward being the Idea of Intriguing Possibilities. 


So when Tico opened the lock and he could move his arms from behind him, Nicko scooted right over to the 


middle of the bed and flopped back, never thinking about whatever had been attached to his arm. 


And he didn't think about it, even when Tico told him to put his arms out and back and he willingly flung them 


wide. 


He didn't think about until he heard the sound of another snap and when he tired to sit up he found himself 
tied to the bed. 


Even as he opened his mouth the bellow the hood was pulled up and light stabbed into his eyes and he got a 
momentary glimpse of Tico before something was shoved in his mouth and a strap snapped tight round his 
head and the hoods was back down and he couldn't see anything except the dancing spots left by the light in 
his eyes. 


Tico smiled and stood back. 
That tiny little thing? 
Listening to the well muffled sounds coming from under the hood, he would have to say it was taken care of. 


Somewhere in the midst of his complaining around the ball gag that had been stuffed in his mouth, Nicko's legs 
ended up in the same predicament as his arms. He had found although he couldn't spit it out, if he pressed his 
tongue against the ball and pushed as hard as he could it moved a bit, but not enough to do him once single 
‘kin bit of good. 


So now he was trussed to the bed like a bloody sacrifice, the ball gag was uncomfortable, and the ‘kin shorts 
had gotten stuffed up the crack of his arse and he wanted them out. 


Now. 


And, of course, to top it off he couldn't see a thing and now Tico had seemed to have disappeared and just for 


the record he was cold. 
The Idea of Intriguing Possibilities had now become the If He's Left Me Like This How Should | Kill Him idea 


Just when he got to the part about numerous body parts being easier to hide becouse of the size but more 
dangerous because you'd have to carry them to spread out, the whip struck his chest. 


Nicko felt the thrill of shock and fear mostly in his groin. 


It didn't hurt, no more than a light sting but the surprise was what made it feel strangely and quite 
wonderfully good and although he shouted around the ball and struggled a bit, he really didn't mind it at all. By 
the time the third stroke fell, the thongs this time striking directly on his nipple, Nicko wasn't caring about 
hiding Tico's body parts and was instead concentrating on his own. And this was, with absolute certainty, an 


Idea They Should Have Thought Of Before. 


But when the fifth lash landed on his crotch, hard enough that he felt it on his cock and balls, Nicko saw stars. 
Lovely-jubbly stars. The most beautiful stars he'd ever seen Stars that called him, beckoned him to come 
closer. Stars that shined so brightly their light hurt his eyes. He could almost reach them, one more lash and... 


Wait. 
They were fading as the sensation of the thongs slapping against him lessened. 


Nicko wanted his stars back, right that second. 


Tico, standing back from the bed, watched with a smirk as Nicko's body thrashed and the snarls from under 
the hood got louder. Deciding it was time to move on, he picked up the soft length of rolled cloth and the notes 
he had taken when they guy gave him instructions on how to use it. After reading over them, he set both 
aside. It wasn't quite time for that yet. Instead he used the time Nicko was throwing a fit to undress, and once 
his clothes were folded and placed neatly on the chair he picked up the small clips and approached the now still 
man on the bed. 


Nicko was proud of his body for his age, and Tico agreed he should be. Laying spread-eagle on the bed, his 
head hidden by the hood and the black lycra shorts the only things covering him, his skin flushed and damp, 
warm even in the chilled air, he was worth a good long look. Several in fact. And although, and only those 
closest to him knew this, Nicko didn't think much of his face and made fun of it more as a defense than 
anything else, Tico was quite fond of it. 


The first time he had explained how the whole nose squishing thing he and the rest in Maiden did - most often 
he and Steve - was one night when they had been sitting in a dark hotel room after an brief but intense 


argument over Nicko's self-depreciation He quietly told Tico how it had started on a day he was feeling quite 
the odd duck in a photo shoot, and the ugly one at that. 


He had wandered off a bit by himself, and Steve came to find out what was wrong. When Nicko told him how 
he felt Steve had given him one of those smiles that were so sweet they made people's teeth ache but the 
familiar glint of mischief in those eyes was still there. 


When they lined up for the next picture Steve got beside him and, still looking as if he were up to something, 
made Nicko bend a bit so he could easily throw an arm round his shoulders. When the photographer went to 
snap the picture Steve reached over with his other hand and used a finger to push Nicko's nose flat. Right, 
flatter. Nicko couldn't help but laugh and he returned the gesture, Steve then making a face that had Nicko 
howling. After that, he guessed Steve had a quiet word with everyone and it became a common thing. Even 
when Janick came into the band he picked up on it, and next to Steve he was Nicko's favorite to do it with. 


Tico had gained a great deal of appreciation for Nicko's bandmates after hearing that. Even Bruce, who 
delighting in making things difficult for them. 


And immediately wished - not for the first time - he could trade Jon for something like that. 


A long shiver of Nicko's body made him snap back to the moment and he decided he wanted to see Nicko's 
face. The slick cloth slid easily off and the first thing he saw were Nicko's rather owlish eyes as they blinked 
at the light. They were wide open, but not near as wide as they got when Tico smiled at him and put the first 


clamp on his nipple. 


He really had forgotten the guy said if you close them slowly it isn't as bad, but if you let the springs close 
them they'll hurt a good deal worse. 


"Oops," Tico snickered, trying not to lose it completely at the murderous glare being directed at him. He 
attached the second, having every intention of doing it slowly but when Nicko's body flopped his fingers slipped 
and... "Oops again, but that was your fault." 


From the look on Nicko's face he had a few oops of his own in mind. 

Tico sat on the edge of the bed and started to gently move the clips, either one at a time or using the chain 
between them for both. "You're not doing very well. Most slaves are far more obedient. And a hell of a lot 
quieter.” 

Nicko rolled his eyes, but he didn't look quite as intent on Tico's demise. 

"So I'm going to give you a chance when you can see what l'm doing. Maybe if | don't surprise you this will 


work a little better." He got up and went to pick up the whip, coming back toward the bed slapping it against 
his hand. 


Nicko's eyes fluttered but he kept them open 

The striking of his stomach brought pinpoints of light. 

The one on his groin brought his stars back. 

The one on his nipples made them dance. 

He could have been encased in ice and his cock would have burned a tunnel through it, and now the tightness 
of his shorts was causing a discomfort that was far from annoying. When Tico straddled him, still hitting the 
thongs lightly back and forth over his chest, Nicko decided this was indeed the Best Idea Ever and he decided 
they would be doing this again, and again, and again 

Tico sat up and slid down Nicko's leg, dragging his cock over the lycra and along the insides of his thighs, 


moving the head back and forth between them as he steadily applied the whip further down Nicko's body until 


the blows were concentrated on his lower stomach and groin 
The Best Idea Ever became the Most Stupendously Brilliant Thought Ever. 


He might have been unhappy when the whipping stopped except that Tico's hands were now working the tight 
lycra down and he used his heels and his shoulders to lift himself far enough off the bed to make it a bit 
easier. As soon as his cock was freed it bounced up to slap his stomach and then waved happily round, Tico 
bending over to give the tip a kiss as he worked the shorts lower until he had complete access to Nicko's balls 


as well 

When he cupped them in his palm Nicko groaned through the gag. The groan changed to a grumble when Tico 
climbed off his legs and the bed itself, but he was able to watch him so when he saw him coming right back 
Nicko relaxed. Having resumed his position straddling Nicko's legs, Tico grinned. 

Nicko wasn't sure he trusted that grin. 

Tico's hand once more sliding under his balls and lifting them with a gentle squeeze reassured him. 


The slightly tighter grip and the pull to stretch the sac didn't. 


The application of very soft piece of thick string or thin rope that was wrapped twice around the top of the 
sac, trapping his balls at the bottom, had him looking like an animal caught in a trap. 


But when it wrapped between them and around again, he decided now was time to voice an objection. 


It didn't work, and somehow Tico tied it off because they were still in the same predicament and he had both 
hands free. 


It was uncomfortable, and strange, but not painful. 

And when Tico crawled back up him and settled his arse on Nicko's cock, Nicko decided it wasn't so bad, 
especially when he began rocking back and forth. The faster he moved, the better it felt, even if he was 
wondering how he'd be able to come, and when Tico started pulling and twisting the chain to the nipple clamps 


his stars came back in force. 


It was just getting really interesting when Tico reached back and slapped his balls. 


Tico had to bite the edge of the pillow to keep from laughing at the pout he could hear in that single word. 
"Are you still mad?" 


The snort was too much. 
"| said | was sorry!" 
"If you're that ‘kin sorry, let me do it to you!" 


"Ok, I'm not that sorry." Tico, still laughing, sat up and turned his body to look at him. "Are you going to pout 
all night?" 


"| might," Nicko sniffed. 
Tico laid back down, this time with his head on Nicko's chest. "I am sorry, | didn't know it would hurt that bad." 
He might have snorted again but he did put his arm around Tico. 


Tico gently patted his stomach and closed his eyes. "So | guess this means we can't do it again, even if | 
promise not to hit them the next time?" 


Nicko didn't answer, he was too busy wondering how he could blackmail Bruce into helping him get rid of the 
body. 


